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"It was a misunderstanding! Please, | don't belong here!" The bassists' honey-blonde hair was a mess, sticking up 


at peculiar angles, and his chocolate orbs or eyes were red, tears streaming down his soft cheeks. 
The two guards had to drag the boy to his cell, whilst he struggled to stay still. This, obviously had caused a 
scene, and the prisoners all laughed from their barred cells, perhaps in a deja vu manner, or just out of how 


pathetic the young boys breakdown was. 


As David continued to yelp, the guards continued to ignore his pleads- and still dragged him down the hall. 
One of the guards, snickered and looked at the other. 


"Y'know, the inmates are gonna love this one." 


David's eyes widened and he looked up. 


"What does that mean?!" He asked frantically. 


The man shook his head, and stared down the hall as they marched on with the new inmate, dragging on the 


floor. 


"Not much, but here's a word of advice, kid; don't drop the soap." The officers carried on snickering at each 


other, and before the boy could question any more, he got tossed into a cell, and the cold, iron door slammed. 


David examined his surroundings, and than scattered to the corner. There was two bunk-beds, well made, but 


pillows missing- a white toilet in the other corner, and a sink firmly planted next to it. 
"Kid," A voice called out from beside him. 


David gasped, and scattered away again, the dirty prison floor staining his Orange jumpsuit each time he slid 


across the floor. 


The blonde/brunette looked up at who was standing in front of him; a long haired, relatively skinny, tall, 
sneering ginger. Compared to Ellefson, he could've been a fucking giant. 


He took a seat on the hard ground, next to the new inmate. 

"Name?" The carrot-top raised an eyebrow, his hazel eyes meeting David's chocolate ones. 

Ellefson scooted a little bit further away from the newfound ‘friend’, and have a sullen answer. 

"David Ellefson, sir-" David announced shyly, and was abruptly interrupted by the nearing prisoner. 

"My name's David, too. This isn't gonna work, kid. From now on, you're Junior. Understand?" The ginger stared 
at his nicknamed Junior, until the boy gave a frightened nod, and than the intimidating man spoke. "I'm Dave, 
Dave Mustaine." The small David looked up at the other sitting man and had nothing but fear, intimidation, and 


innocence in his eyes. 


Dave stood up and turned around, than turned towards him again. He pushed an orange lock of hair behind his 


ear, and continued staring down the boy. 

"Calm down," The larger male stated firmly. "I'm not going to fucking kill you, man." 

"Okay," Junior stuttered, and got a sigh as a response from Dave. 

"What are you in for, Junior? Get in a fight with your mommy?" Dave smiled down at the doe-eyed boy, and 


than hopped onto the top bunk. The boy with the honey hair cocked his head, so he was staring at the floor. 
At the moment, the boy's biggest fear was making any sort of contact with this criminal. 


"| got framed," Junior swallowed spit in his mouth, and continued. "By my friends, for robbing a liquor store." 


Dave chuckled and stared at the ceiling. "I just stole shit, but then | started exterminating the assholes here, 


which furthered my sentence." His voice got soft. 
"Anyways, if | were you, I'd try to buff up or cut my hair or somethin’. Looking like a girl here, ha, thats not 


the best idea." Dave looked back at Junior, to see him staring right back, seeing the are-you-fucking-retarted 


look in his eye. He chuckled again. 


Junior leaned against the wall, which he wanted to bash his head against. He looked back at his red-headed cell 


mate, and gave himself a silent sigh. 


This was gonna be a rough year. 
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